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I HAVE MORE 


4 PROBLEMS THAN 
Yous» 


ise. 






+ You've got the wrong number! 
* So tell me the right one, then! 














+ Lwork hardest before breakfest! 
+ Really? What do you do? 
* I get out of bed! 
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Dear Children, 


Have you heard of Hiroshima and Nagasaki? They are the two 
cities in Japan where atom bombs were dropped at the end of world war 
Il. Apart from the terrible death and destruction they caused the 
horrible after effects of atomic radiation are still being felt by people 
there, and it is sure to continue for a few more generations. 

Whereas Hiroshima and Nagasaki are standing examples of the 
holocaust that can be caused by deliberate misuse of science. For 
destructive purposes, Atomic power stations are standing examples of 
scientific advancement in harnessing nuclear energy for constructive 
purposes. But here too there is always the danger of an accident or leak, 
which may result in spread of atomic radjation. If this happens. air and. 
water will be contaminated and a large number of people, animals and 
plant life will be affected. Subsequent generations will also feel the bad 
after-effects. 

Accidents in Nuclear power stations cannot be ruled out and the 
world has already witnessed the Chernobyl disaster in Soviet Russia. 
ULSA too has had it’s share of nuclear accidents. Disposal of Nuclear 
waste from Atomic power stations pose a huge problem. So a large 
number of people including scientists now believe that Nuclear power 
stations must be given up. Others feel that this cannot be done. unless a 
harmless alternative source of energy like solar energy has been found, 
for which a lot of research work is going on. .The controversy is hotting 
up in India too, especially since an agreement has been signed recently 
with Soviet Russia for setting up an Atomic power station in Koodan- 
kulam, Tamil Nadu 

What do you think? Though young, I feel that you should also 
start thinking about this, for the future belongs to you and to other 


young people like you. 


Honorary Editor. 
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DEEPU AND 


nce uponatime lived a donkey 

named Gadhu. One day he 
stood in his shed, chewing his hay. 
He swished away the flies with his 
tail, and pricked up his long ears to 
see f he could hearhis little master 
Deepu coming. Deepu was late 
today and Gadhu stamped his hoofs 
on the ground impatiently, At last 
he heard Deepu open the door of 
the shed. 

Deepu was a nice little boy who 
loved his donkey. "He always 
brought Gadhu, a banana or a 
carrot. But today there was some 
thing different about him. Deepu 
wasn't at all friendly and forgot to 


hes 











HIS DONKEY 


give Gadhu his daily treat 

While Deepu cleaned the shed, 
Gadhu looked at him from the 
comer of his eyes. He moved his 
ears to ask what was wrong, but he 
didn't get a reply. “Right,” brayed 
Gadhu. “I-don't care, Just you 
wait, my boy!" 

Deepu took his donkey outside 
and mounted. “Come on,” he 
shouted, ike a horseman. Gadhw 
pretended not to hear and stood 
, just like a donkey, 
‘said Deepu. "You'd 
better get a move on or else I'll 
fetch the whip from the shed!” 
Gadhu just sat down gently, so that 
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Deepu slid off his back and into 
the sand. 


Deepu was amazed. He suddenly 
realised what he had done. He 
hadn'tbeen at all nice to his faithful 
donkey. Yes, he had even forgotten 
He jumped and 


Gadhv's treat 


scratched Gadhv on his forehead, 
and gave him a friendly pat on his 
back. 

That's all Gadhu wanted,not a 
carrot, but kindness! From that 
moment he was as wellbehaved 
as covld be, and carried Deepu 
happily on his back, 








PIRI THE WISTFUL FISH 


Ne upon a time there lived a 

fish named Piri. He was a very 
lovely fish, and swam around in 
the cool water, all day long. His 
fins were transparent as coloured 
glass, and long as veils, 


But Piri was very wistful fish. Very 
often, when he was gazing out of 
his great, mournful fish-eyes, he 
could see things that set him long: 
ing. 

Once it was a flying bird high in 
the sky. “Oh, how I wish I could fly 
like that,” thought Piri, Then he 
saw a pair of dogs romping, and 
this made him wistful for legs, and 
a waggly tail. And the children 
going to school made him wish 
that he could go to school too. 
“What fun it mustbe to leam things!” 


he thought. All day long he could 
see things that set him longing to 
be anything but the lovely fish he 
was 

Then the summer came, and the 
sun blazed down out of acloudless 
sky. The birds almost fell out of the 
trees with the heat. The dogs lay 
panting in the shadows of their 
kennels. The children in school 
‘were so drowsy with the heat, that 
they didn't learn anything 

The heat was unbearable. Piri 
found that he was the only one 
‘who wasn't miserable in the heat. 
As he swam round and round in 
the nice cool water, he heard a 
passer-by say, “Oh, I wish I were 
a fish. Then I could swim in the 
cool water all day!” After that Piri 
was never wistful again. 








Opree upon a time, there lived a 
kind but very careless lion nam 

ed Lallu. He didn't care a bit that 
he always looked untidy. The other 
animals laughed at his appearance 
and called him “Mophead” for his 
shaggy mane stood out like a brush 
and waved merrily in all directions, 

One day, King Lion noticed 
Lallu’s untidy appearance, and was 
extremely annoyed. “How dreadful 
you look, Lallu!” he said. “Go to 
the Royal Barber at once and do 
something about that mane! | 
cannot have my subjects looking 
like mops!” 

‘The Royal Barber was very start 
led to see Lallu’s dreadful appear- 
ance. But he was a sturdy fellow 
and set to work with a will. 


LALLU THE MOPHEAD 





Soon Lallu's head was no longer 
a"Mophead” but one of the finest 
curly heads you ever saw. The 
Royal Barber tied two beautiful 
bows in his mane and sent him to 
King Lion for inspection 

“Good afternoon, sir!" said King 
Lion:to Lallu. “How handsome 
you look! You are the finest looking 
lion | ever saw! Won't you stay to 
dinner with me?" 

“But...but...Sir, 'm Lallu... the 
Mophead... who made you so 
angry!" stammered Lallu. How 
King Lion laughed! “Well Lallu,” 
he said wiping the tears from his 
eyes. “You do look handsome, so 
you can't be called Mophead 
‘anymore. Come and dine with me 
anyway!” 


THE RICH KING 


O%e,u7on, 2 time, there lived 
a very tich king. The whole 
day long, he did nothing but count 
his money. The king did not like 
counting money. And as he grew 
richer and richer, his counting never 


seemed to end. He did not have 
the time for playing, or for sitting 
quietly in the sun! 

One day, he was finally so tired 
of all the counting, that his hands 
began to tremble. Thiswasa serious 


s 








matter because he dropped the 
money, and had to start counting 
all over again. No-one was surprised 
when the king fel il, He had got 
goldfever, which isa very dangerous 
and catching illness, Nobody was 
allowed to visit him, so he lay on 
hisbed, all by himself, all daylong 


Then he had lovely dream, He 
dreamed of green fields with flowers, 
and of goats grazing, and of gentle 
cows. And he saw himself walking 
along with a smiling face, because 


everything was serene and beaut 
ful. He saw himself climbing 
mountains, and sitting in the sun 
listening to the birds sing. 

When the king woke up, he 
thought deeply about his dream 
which he had enjoyed and finall 
made a big decision. He gave all 
his money to poor people, save 
only for a few coins which he kept 
inalleather purse. He roamed the 
country side as he pleased and did 
as he liked, With no money to 
count, he led a far happier life 


































TO WHICH STATE 
DOES THIS SYMBOL 
WHICH sPoRT DOES] | OF TOURISM 

THIS SYMBOL BELONG? 
REPRESENT? 





WHAT IS THE NAME OF 
THIS BIRD? 





THIS PICTURE IS OF A FAMOUS 
STATESMAN WHEN HE WAS VERY 
YOUNG. WHO IS HE? 


Eo you know war THis is? 





— ANSWERS ON PAGEI6 


Quizzles 


A quiz is a general knowledge test; a puzzle is a problem 
difficult to understand or answer: a combination of the two isa 
quizzle. Quizzles will test your wits and expand your knowledge. 
Try and find the solutions to all of them before turning to 
page.92 to check if you got them right. 


‘SUDHAMA’ 








* Sheela boughta saree for Rs. 60 
and sold ito her friend for Rs.70, 
She bought it back for Rs. 80, 
She changed her mind again and 
sold it for Rs, 90 in auction, What 
is the profit she made? 


* invited my friend to stay in my 
house when he visited Madras 
He said that he would, provided 
my wife gave him iddlies every 
day for his five days stay. He a 
also made a condition that in 
the five days, he would in all * You have nine coins, of which 
consume a hundred iddlies and one isa counterfeit, weighing less 
each day the numberconsumed than the other coins. You have 
would be six more than the pre- _abalance scale. Find the counter: 
vious day. How many iddlies  feit in two tries 

he eat on the fourth day? 








* Ina box there are twenty black 
and twenty white socks all mixed 
together. To geta matching pair. 
how many socks should be taken 
out in the dark? 
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* What are the following? 
Titicaca 
Thumri 
Ottamthullal 


* How many triangles can be found 
in this figure? 


* Sobriquetsare secondary names, 
attached to certain places or 
things. For example, Gandhi is, 
known in India as the Father of 
the Nation. Jaipur is known as 
the Pink City. To what or whom 
do the following sobriquets refer? 

+ City of the Golden gate 

+ City of the Golden temple 
+ Emerald island 

+ Saint of the gutter 


* Namea currency beginning with 


Q 


ANSWERS ON PAGE 92 
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All of us at Gokulam wish you 
f@. merry Christmas. 

We also hope that the coming 
year will be filled with jo. May 
all your dreams come true. 
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Teacher 
‘Who br 
belonged to Si 


coke the Bow which 


ba ysn’t me Ma, aml Maybe 


pencil fenterday 
M, Murali & M, Prakash 








WILL YOU 
WRITE 
FOR US? 


We are sure many of you enjoy 

writing. Why dont you send us the 

articles, stories, 

‘you have writ 

Us the jokes, anecdotes and puzzles 
o share with the 


hich you would like 
other readers. 
Only Ren 

1. Write on 0 


ber: = 
side of a sheet of 
paper 
Write a8 neatly as possible or try 
and get your article typed, 

you send must be 
original, Ifyou have adapted the 
matter from some other source, 
don't forget to mention it 


4. Always write your NAME, AGE, 
and ADDRESS clearly, Without 
these details your article may not 
be considered for publication, 
Wecannotundertake toreturn the 

are not considered 


passport size photograph of yo 
sel 

Our address: ~ Goku 

Guindy, Madras-600 032, 








ita! You have to study for to: 

morrow's exam. Don't come 
with us to uncle Somu’'s house, 
said Rita's father. Rita's parents 
were going to attend a wedding at 
uncle Somv's house. Her brother 
Vinay and sister Neela were also 


going along, Unfortunately the 
great day was right in the middle of 
Rita's exams. So her parents had 
decided to leave Rita at home with 
the servant maid 

“Be a good girl now. We will 
take you to uncle's house one day 


OC. TURUMACH CAO 





after the exams are over. Study 
hard,” said Rita's mother. “I have 
filed the flask with hot coffee. If 
you feel sleepy, drink it, We'll be 
back before you leave for your exam 
in the morning.” 

Rita was very angry. She went 
to her room upstairs and sat on 
her bed and svlked, The servant 
maid walked in and placed a plate 
of iddlis and sambarin front of her. 
“Take away these iddlis, | don't 
want them," shovted Rita, “Please 
eat them Rita, or your parents will 
be annoyed. I'm going to the 
neighbour's house. I'll be back in 
half an hour, You can call me if 
you need anything,” said the servant 
maid. She left the house locking 
the door behind her. 


Ries back hurt. She had been 
studying for hours, She couldn't 
concentrate any longer. She switch: 


ed on her transistor and tuned in 
to her favowrite station, Rita was 
very fond of music. She placed the 
transistorbyher pillowand snuggled 
into bed with her text book in her 
hand, Slowly her eyes closed, The 
book slipped from her hands, and 
soon Rita was fast asleep. 

‘After what seemed a few minutes 
Rita awoke with a start and sat up 
inbed, What could have disturbed 
her sleep? It was pitch dark. As 
her eyes grew accustomed to the 
blackness, she realized that there 
was a shadowy figure moving about 
inher parent's room. She strained 
hereyesand ears, Yes, it mustbea 
thief, He seemed to be tying up 
something in a bundle. 

Rita began to tremble with fear. 
‘Sweat ran down her forehead, She 
shut her eyes tightly pretending to 
be asleep. She felt anary to think 
of the wicked thief running away 








with all her parent's things. She 
wanted to frighten the fellow a bit. 
Her eyes darted around her own 
room and rested thoughtfully on 
her transistor. The servant must 
have come back from the neigh- 
bowr'sand turned it off while Rita 
slept. She would now be asleep 
in the kitchen downstairs 

Suddenly an idea struck Rita. 
She would act out a little drama. 
She would frighten the wicked thief 
out of his wits. She jumped out of 
bed and quickly turned on all the 
lights in her room, 
coming from her parent's room 
stopped suddenly. 

“Oht” she said lovdly. “How 
stupid of me to have fallen asleep. 
I must study!" She tumed on the 
transistor and tuned it to a late 
music station and turned up the 
volume knob as far as it would 
go. Rita then clapped her hands in 
time to the music and sang loudly 
along with it, She poured out some 
coffee and devoured the cold idalis. 


The loud music and clapping 
drowned all sounds. Rita just kept 
‘on clapping and singing. Out of 
the comer of her eye she could see 
her neighbour opening his window. 

The servant maid had woken up 
with a start. She shouted to Rita 
asking her if she had gone mad. 
The door bell rang lovdly. 


Soon Rita heard footsteps and 
an angry voice. “What's all this 
noise,” thundered old Mr. Joshi 
who lived in the next house. “How 
can anyone sleep?” He marched 
into Rita's room to ask her for an 
explanation. By this time the whole 


The noises 


neighbourhood was awake and 
people were peering through their 
windows, shouting lovdly. 

“We have an unwelcome guest. 
uncle,” cried Rita as she pointed to 


her parent's room. 

Witten enforgettable night for 
Rita! The thief had been caught 

and the police had arrived, Rita 

had had to tell her story to the 

police and then all over again to 

the excited neighbours, 

If Rita had gone to the wedding 
their house would have been 
burgled. Her quick wits had saved 
her familya lot of money. And her 
exam performance hadn't suffered! 
In fact Rita did very well, She also 
made wp her mind never to svlk 
‘when things didn't seem tobe going 
her way. 
ey 
‘Sweeter then sugar 
* The seed of the Katemfe plant which 

grows naturally in the rain forest of 

West Africa is the world’s sweetest 

known substance. The seeds are 

3.500 times sweeter than sugar! 

— S. Gayatri, 
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Gokulam has great pleasure Tait 


in announcing that the poem 
PARTS OF SPEECH has THE WINNER: 


‘won the cash prize of Mamta. L. Sampat_ 
Rs. 100/-for the best contri- L143, Nijalin; 
bution of thisissue by those Raichur - 584 101 

| under the age of 16. . 
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‘Alll sounds are the basis of music. The way we speak, the 
way we ery and even the way our hearts beat is based on melody 
and rhythm. That it why music is easy to appreciate. 

"Seven notes are the basis of all melody. It doesn't matter if it 
is sa, re, ga, ma, pa, dha, ni, or do, re, me, fa, sol, la, ti. [believe that 
God created seven notes to unite all the musicians of the world, 
and make them members of one family," says Amjad Ali Khan, 
one of the finest classical musicians of our time, 

Those of you who have heard of the sarod have surely 
ird of him, for he has delighted audiences all over the world, 
his mastery over this instrument. 

Amjad Ali Khan has a very special love for children, A 
cassette called Amjad’s Sarod sings with Children is full of songs 

composed specially for them, about trains, planes and butterflies. 
Also included is a birthday song in Hindi! 

“Every child deserves a chance to understand and appreciate, 
if not learn, about the traditions and culture of our country, but 
unfortunately their school curriculum ignores the classical arts,” 
he says. He hopes to start a special school for creative children, 
where budding talent will be given the right atmosphere in which 
to grow and flower. He also hopes that many young readers‘of 
Gokulam will join the great, big family of musicians, 

In the following pages Sumitra Sastri narrates the story of 
the sarod player's childhood as it was told to her. 

ooo 











G eingstomy youngreaders. this. Its us ile secret that Im 
am very glad to share the story. sharing with you. My forefathers 
of my childhood with all of you, came down from Afganistan and 
because each of you will in your settled down in Rewa. a little town 
own way carry on the great tradi in Madhya Pradesh. For four sve 
tions of our country. cessive generations they were musi- 
T was born in Gwalior — a city cians in the court of the Maharaja 
with a glorious musical heritage, of Scindia. 
on the 9th of October, 1945, Life in those dayswas very differ- 
Gwalioristhe birthplace and Sama- ent from the jet age in which we 
dhiof the famous Mian Tansen — live today. Life was peaceful and 
who was one the nine jewels of there was no sense of haste or 
Akbar’s court, Every yeara festival urgency. There was little desire to 
of music is held in his memory, achieve fame and fortune as quickly 
and classical musicians from all over as possible. 


India, joumey to Gwalior to perform 
and pay their respects to the great 
man. 

Twas indeed blessed for | was 
bor in a city with a musical tradi 
tion, into family of musicians. My 


My earliest memories are {ull of 
the divine sound of the sarod, The 
pure notes filled every comer of 
ourhovse,and |wasalways soothed 
by the sound of music 

| learnt to play the sarod at a 


family was known by the name tender age, by listening to and 
Bangash. Not many people know imitating my father, Ustad Hafiz 



















Khan Bangash. | had no formal 
classes but | absorbed much byjust 
living in the same house. 

As| grew older, ! gradvallybegan 
to realize the importance of the 
musical tradition of my family, | 
belonged to Senia Binkaar Ghara 
na, Binisthe instrument popularly 
known as vena and gharana means 
a school of music, Senia was the 
name given to my gharana. This 
special stylé of rendering instru: 
mental music had been handed 
down from father to son from the 
time of Mian Tansen. It was my 
proud privilege to leam the speciali 
ties of mygharana from my father. 

My relationship with my father 
was a very unusual one.The age 
difference between us was vast, for 
he was about fifty years older than 
me. Besides being the father! loved, 






he was also my Guruji whom I 
respected deeply. 

My father has an inspiring per: 
sonality. He was compassionate, 
kind and very simple. His life was 
devoted to his sadhana and fo God. 
Hewasa deeply spiritual man. Like 
many great artistes of his age, Ustad 
llayat Khan, Ustad Faiyaz Khan, 
Ustad Abdul Kharim Khan and 
Achchan Maharaj, (father of Birju 
Maharaj) he was more thana great 
musician, he was a great human 
being. 


I was the youngest child and 
rather pampered, My father would 
often embrace me and kiss me but 
Iwas also often scolded. I respected 
him so much, that I would rarely 
show my feelings openly but hold 
them back. Mylove for him was s0 
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intense, that the only ambition | 
had asa child was neverto displease 
him in anyway, He was my father. 
my guruji. I wished to spare him 
the slightest hurt. 

Pethaps itis difficult for some of 
you to understand the respect and 
admiration [had formy father. We 
live in a competitive world today 
and often forget the importance of 
the blessings of our parents and 
teachers. The respect we show to 
oureldersare a part of ourcultural 
roots and our Indian way of life. As 
for me, | never questioned it 

By the time [was about ten years 
old, lwas deeplyinvolved in music 
Thad started performing in concerts 
and had in my own small way 
entered the world of musicians. At 
this time my father who was asso 
ciated with the Bharatiya Kala 
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Kendra came to Delhi and the 
family moved with him. 


Dethivas nothing like Gwalior, 
the atmosphere was totally dif: 
ferent. Each state in India, North 
or South, East or West, has. strong 
character of its own and is rich in 
itscultural heritage. But Delhi does 
nothavea strong cultural character. 
Perhaps this is because it has been 
conquered so many times and ruled 
over by so many different rulers 
[felt a large gap between myself 
and the other students of my school 
Iwas the only sarod player among 
two thousand students, Besides, 
the life-style of the other students 
was vastly different from my own. 
My family was traditional in out 
look. We led disciplined lives and 
‘music was our only preoccupation. 
We rarely thought of other pursuits. 
The students in my class seemed 
to be interested in so many other 
things — electronic toys films, tips 
abroad... These might have been 
temptations for me, but for my 
family background. 
Sol had no real friends at school. 
Most of the others didn't under 
stand my interest in classical music. 
There was no one with whom | 
could discuss Raga Yaman or Raga 
Kalyan or how a certain talworked. 
They just used to say“ Yeh tun-tun 
kartha hai!” (He is always playing 
tun—tun) In fact, some of them 
even used to call me Mr. Tun-Tun! 
I was however fortunate in my 
teachers. The principal of the 
school Mr. MIN. Kapoor took special 
interestin every one of his students. 
He knew all our names and faces. 
He knew of my special love for the 





safod and encouraged me in every 
way. 

Twas not good at mathematics. 
and even though I could work ovt 
‘complicated rhythm pattems in my 
head while playing on the sarod, | 
‘was not good at Maths on paper! | 
was not interested in sports either. 
Though | liked watching people 
play games, | never wanted to play 
myself, Several times in games 
period, our principal would kindly 
give me permission to go home. 
So while the other boys were out. 





side playing football and cricket, | 
was usually indoors, practising on 
my sarod. 

In the year 1960, the Prayag 
Sangeet Samiti honoured me 
the title of Sarod Samrat, 1 was 
fifteen years old. This gave my 
father, my guruji tremendous plea- 
sure. [too was happy. Forme, the 
long hours of practice had borne 
fruit. 
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SQUIRRELS 


Squirrels are pretty little things 
That hop, skip and jump; 
They jump about from tree to tree. 
And come down with a bump. 


It is delightful to see, 
‘Them running down a tree, 


Or reaching high above their heads, 


To crack a nut may be! 


They may be small, 

That doesn’t matter at all, 
They are little creatures, 
That are loved by all. 


Viswanath, aged 11 





a 














— 


‘Grandfather Monkey, who lived on Isthmus 
Sat winking and thinking and dreaming of Christmas 
“This year I will get myself wonderful things. 

That I've always wanted and nobody brings! 

A grandfather hat and a grandfather clock, 

With a moon on its face and a loud tick — tock! 

Some wild cherry syrup. the kind for a cough, 

And some bright yellow gloves to pvt on and take off.” 
What a Christmas ‘twill be. 
For Grandfather Monkey. 
With bright yellow gloves, 
To put on and take off 


But all his grandchildren, needed gifts galore, 
He had twenty-nine, and may be some more! 
“T'd better get busy. on their Christmas tree. 
‘And never mind thinking of presents for me! 
Til get them some drums that go rat a tat- tat 
And plenty of horns, and a baseball and bat. 
‘And some warm monkey ear mois, a little teddy bear 
‘And pop-corn and candy for the grand-monks to share.” 
Now isn’t that fine, 

For grand-monks twenty-nine? 
Both pop-corn and candy 

To eat and to share? 


Grandfather Monkey woke up on Isthmus, 
As early could be, because it was Christmas. 
His grand-monkeys waked him, all eager to see 


How he'd like the things, they'd put on his tree! 


What a Christrnas surprise, 
For old Grandfather's eyes! 
A grandfather clock, 

With a loud tick-tock! 











Literature, and like ovr Sun many 
planets orbit it — like Prose, Poetry 
and Drama. There'sanother impor 
tant planet called Vocabulary. where 
words live. Another one is called 
Phonetics. Different kinds of sounds 
live there, There are many. many 
more. Perhaps we can visit them 
all in the years to come 

‘We really must try,” cried Amar. 
“I love visiting other planets!” By 
this time they had arrived in 
Grammarland. 


A sthevtouched the ground. Amar 
noticed that the Verbs were 

















ng in twos to welcome them, 
of them looked familiar to 
Amar. Weren't they the Avxiliaties 
whom they had met, but hadn't 
quite got tc on their last 
Visit? Amar's curiosity was aroused 
He noticed that many of the Auxil 
iaries were holding hands with the 
Verbs of Action 

‘Why are they holding hands? 
whispered Amar to Ichibo. 

Ssh, be quiet. They'll hear you 
hissed back Ichibo. 

The Stranger had heard Amar's 
whispered question. He had come 
running up jst then. He smiled as 
he turned to Amar. and plunged 
into an explanation, “Avxiliaries 
can't stand by themselves. They 
have to join other Verbs to make 
sense. Meet Can, Must, Has. Have 
Do, May and Might.” The Avi 
liaries all bowed to Amar and Ichibo. 
‘We didn’t really get a chance to 
get to know each other last t 
said Must. So lookat the following 
sentences, 











You must brush your teeth, 
You can bathe in the river, 
Meera has to water the g 
You need not write the ess 
Do you have to shout? 






Amar frowned. He looked puz, 
dled. “I thought Have could stand 
by itself,” he said. “Listen 
They have a dog 
Ruby and Gita have a cat 
Didn't Have stand by itself in 


those sentences?” asked Amar. 
‘The Stranger smiled, “You're a 


smart fellow, Amar,” he said. He _ “That's a catchy tune isn't it? 
called ovt to Have, Has and Had But it isn't the only thing we do,’ 
to tell Amar abovt themselves, said Had. “We indicate the present 

Have, Hadand Has stepped out and perfect tenses too,” 
Importantly, “We can stand by She has come 
ourselves iuhen we show possess have fokenthe ca, 
ion,” they chorused, “That means They had given permission. 
that we show everyone, who owns “We also show obligation.” said 
a thing, nie 

“Listen to this song,” said Have 
He and his two companions sang Amar has to take medicine 
loudly You have 0 doit 

She had to poy tox 
















‘Amar has a book, 
Ichibo had a car, 
Venkatesh and Shawn 
They have a painted jar. 


“So remember v's, Amar,” said 
the three friendly fellows. 


1. We stand by ourselves when we 
show possession 

2. As Auxilaries we show the Present 
‘and Perfect tenses. 

3, We also show obligation, 


“What is Tense?” asked Amar 
hesitantly, “I know the Present 
Tense and Past Tense. Bot 
Perfect...2” 

‘The Stranger explained at great 
length and in great detail about 
the Tense of « Verb. Amar and 
Ichibo were fascinated by his ex 
planation, 

“It 1s time to go.” said Amar. 
“Do you need to go so soon?” 
asked an Auxiliary, “Yes, for! have 
to be at home before 5 p.m. ” said 
Ichibo, The children grinned at 
each other, “But we can come 
again next week. Goodbye.” 

‘They waved to the little Auxlaries 
as they flew awa 





‘T hatnight,Ichibo satat her study 
table thinking of her visit to 


Grammarland. “What charming 


fellows the Auxiliarieswere,’ she 
thought. She dreamily drummed 
her fingers on her table totally 
unaware of the dreadful noise she 
was making. 

Do yor need to make such an 
irritating noise?” asked Ichibo's 
mother. She was reading a very 
interesting book. 

“Need to asked Ichibo, Ichibo's 
mother looked at her in strprise. 

Need to?" repeated Ichibo, She 
seemed tobe ina trance! And then 
she smiled... “Yes, need tomake 
a noise, 1 can makea noise. | have 
to make a noise and I simply must 
make a noise.” 

“Ichibo, Don't be so impertinent.” 
shovted her mother, 

Sorry, Amma, | was only think 
ing of the Auxiliaries," said Ichibo 
so softly that her mother could 
hardly hear her. i 

‘Aux... what?” asked Ichibo's 
mother 

‘Nothing, Amma, nothing” said 
Ichibo, as she smiled to herself. 
















‘A Nouns the name 
tows,gon, piace of thin 
A school 
Akite oF 


ora garden 
aking, 


Adjective 
s tell 
What kind of feed 
reat, smal and pal 
i. green and brown, 


Instead of nowns 
‘The pronouns stan 
His head, her face 
Your arm. my han 


Verbs 

tel] 

lat is to. fa donathing 
ne — 

















How each thing is done 





The Adverbs tell. 
As slowly, quickly 
Badly, or well. 





Conjunetions just jo" 
“Two words together: 
pein men and women 
Wind and weather 


Ver 
1y oft 
Lite ote? $0u Use 





‘The whole are called 





wees Oe 2) 


Mamta. L. S “The parts of spect 
pLsennbet eeee is The or en 
‘and speaking they teach! 















NEW 
FRIENDS 
AT THE ZOO 


JH. aly! My goodness! God Thetwo hippopotamt ayontheir 
L must have used up all the un- comfortable bed of wet mud, pre- 
wanted leftovers of his creations tending not to hear a word of what 
when he made these animals!" was being said, They never heard 

“Oh, look at that skin — how anybodysaying anything nice about 
ghastly it looks!” them. If they were awake, they 


















































were expected to open their enor- 
mous mouths wider... and. 
wider....and eatwhatever crumbs 
people threwat them. Sometimes 
children threw dirt and stones at 
them, 

So the two large animals preten- 
ded to be asleep, whenever the 
Visitors who came to the z00, stop- 
pedat heir enclosure. The visitors 
tried their best to awaken them. 
But you cannot awaken somebody 
who is pretending to sleep, can 
you? 

Today was a day, like any other 
busy day at the zoo. The hippopo- 
tami waited patiently till the noises 
and voices faded away into the 
distance, and as they were about 
to open their eyes they heard a soft 
voice, “How beautiful they are!” 





The surprised hippopotami open- 
ed their eyes wide to see a little 
boy, with big, dark and round eyes, 
and a thatch of curly black hair 
standing at their enclosure. His 
‘admiration was apparent in his eyes, 
ashe soulfully gazed down at them. 
This was the highest praise they 
had ever heard from anyone 

Little Sharad was not old enough 
yetto know that animals do not talk 
to people. “Why do you sleep all 
the time?” he asked curiously. “And 
why do you shed tears when you 
sleep?” 

‘The older hippo could not bear 
it anymore, He began to weep 
copiously. His tears formed little 
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puddles in the mud. Sharad was 
indeed sory, “I did not mean to 
upset you.... you needn't tell me 
anything if it makes you so sad!” 
The hippo at once stopped shed 
ding tears, “My dear boy! Nobody 
has ever cared enough about us 
before to ask us about our grief. It 
feels so strange that | am weeping 
with joy. Of course we will tell 
you!" he said, 

“We were happy in the cool and 
swampy jungle, where we lived as 
babies,” continued the younger 
hippo sadly. “That life suddenly 
ended, when we were caught and 
brought here. We aren't forced to 
do what we don't want to here 
We've always spent our time rolling 
in the mud and enjoying the cool, 
smooth feel of it on our bodies. 
We do much the same here, But it 
isthe people... and the things they 
say about us! It upsets us so much 
We have never harmed or hurt 





st time Smitha rode in an 
was thrilled by 
‘experience, “We got into a It 
room,” she told her friend, 
the upstairs came down. 

8. Viswanatha 
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anyone, Why should they keep 
saying we are ugly? We have heard 
it so many times that now we feel 
ugly and worthless. How can we 
tell people that we have to roll in 
mud to survive. Ourskin, though it 
looks thick and tough is very sensi- 
tive to the sun. We cannot stay out 
of the cool of the mud and water. 
Life doesn't seem to be worth living 
this way...” The two hippopotami 
started to weep again. 

Sharad was very sad. “What a 
wicked world we lve in,” he thought. 
“People are very insensitive some: 
times. Why! The hippopotam) were 
lovely. They had such gentle eyes, 
and smooth skins,” "Please don't 
say that!” he said aloud. “You 
have made me happy. | have a 
picture of you on the wall of my 
room, [am just a small boy, but | 
really think that you are the best 
animalsin the world, If only could, 
T would take you home, Since | 
can't, Lwillthink of you every night, 
‘and come and see you whenever! 
can, Can we be friends?” 


The hippopotami agreed joyfully, 
Then there came another group of 
visitors, They quickly closed their 
eyes and turned their backs on 
them, A soft “Bye” reached the 
ears of Sharad, theirnew friend. In 
fact, itsounded almost like a snore. 
But now there were no tears in the 
eyes of the hippopotami. ‘They 
seemed to be smiling. 

“Bye,” called Sharad cheerfully, 
as he ran to catch up with his 
parents, who were already near the 
tiger's enclosure. He was smiling 
and singing to himself, as he always 
did when he was pleased, 
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Eiht eindeer stood side by 
side in their cozy shed, eating 
theirsupper. They were very excited, 
for it was Christmas Eve. Soon 
Santa Claus would be along and 
harness them to his sleigh and they 
would be off around the world 
bringing gifts to all good little chit 
dren 

“We have got to eat up everything 
in our bowls,” cried Dasher. 

“So that we can go fast,” agreed 
Dancer, and Vixen nodded her 
head. 








“All around the world we'll go! 
gfinned Comet and Cupid. Donder 
and Blitzen began to sing a little 
‘song they had made up 


Off we'll go, 

‘Through the snow, 
Bringing toys, 

To good girls and boys! 


“Ym not going this year!” said 
Prancer in a soft voice. All the 
other reindeer stopped eating, They 
were shocked. No one had ever 
heard of such a thing! 

“Not going?" they cried. “No!” 
said Prancer, shaking his head in 
the naughtiest way. “I'm tired of 
going. This year I'm going to stay 
right here and wait for Santa Claus 
tocome tome!” The naughty litle 
reindeer hopped into bed and pull 
ed the quilt over his head 

Just then, a merry whistle was 
heard. Itwas dear old Santa Clavs! 
He looked very cheerful, It always 
made him happy to reward all the 
good children in the world with 
gifts. He piled the sleigh, fullof the 
‘most wonderful toys. 

“There! The sleigh is all packed. 
Are all my little reindeer ready to 
go?" heasked. Seven ttle reindeer 
looked at one another helplessly 
and then back at him 

“Why, there are only seven of 
you! Where's Prancer?’" cried Santa 
Claws. His face fell and he looked 
worried and disappointed. 

Donder silently pointed to Pran- 
cer'sbed. The quilt moved uneasily, 
and Prancer peeped out. “I'm not 
said the naughty litle rein- 
“Tm going to stay in bed.” 
The other reindeer held their 
breath. They thought Santa Claus 











'm getting a cold,” said 
Prancer in a very weak sort of voice 
“Or may be measles. May be both 
together!” Now that wasi't true at 
all! 
But Santa Claus wasn't cross. 

He never had been cross and wasn't 
cross then, He just winked at his 
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other reindeer and hamessed them 
to his sleigh. Seven smart litle 
reindeer dashed out of the barn 
into the snowy night, the sleigh 
behind them, 

Prancer threw back his quilt, and 
ran:o.the door. He could hear the 
jingling of sleigh bells. They sound: 
ed rather slow, and not nearly so 


merryas on other Christmas Eves, 
when he had gone too. He heard 
the voice of Santa Claus, as it blew 
bback with the wind. 

“Now, Dasher — now, Dancer!” 
called Santa Claus. "There, Vixen 
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and Cupid! On Comet — on, 
Donder! Come on, Blitzen!” Fora 
moment Prancer felt quite lone 
some. He missed having his name 
called. Then he turned away. “I 
don't care!” he said to himself. “I 
don't care at all! Itis cold outside 
and I'm tired. Anyway 've carried 
enough toys. Itistime that someone 


brought me presents!” And with 
that, the naughty little reindeer 
hopped back into bed and curled 
up under the quilt, and tried to go 
to sleep. 


Piizneer tossed and turned in his 
little bed. He couldn't go to 
sleep. He kept thinking of horns 
and drums and electric trains that 
go round and round. He thought 
of a new red blanket with his name 
on it. He thought of apples and 
sugar! Prancerwished Santa Claus 
would huny back home soon, 
Thena thoughtstruck him. “He 
can't hurry back with only seven 
reindeer instead of eight,” said the 
little reindeer. “May be he won't 
get all around the world without 
metohelp! Maybe he won't get to 
all the good children’s houses.” 





When Prancer said “good” he 
remembered that Santa Claus 
never, never, never, comes to any 
one who is naughty. “Oh, no!” he 
said, I've spoiled everything! 1 
was good all year — and now I've 
spoiled every thing on Christmas 
Eve!” Out of bed he jumped, 
kicking his quilt up in the air, "May. 
be I can still catch up!” 


Prancer streaked out of the barn 
in a flash, and raced across the 
crisp snow. He skimmed over the 
house tops, faster and faster. 
“Faster!’ he told himself, “Faster!” 
Faster!’ I've got to catch up!” Never 
had Prancer gone so fast 


And at last the little reindeer, 
caught sight of the seven reindeer, 
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with the heavy sleigh behind them, 
as they stood waiting on a house 
top for Santa Claus, who had slip 
ed down the chimney, "I thought 
T'd never catch up!” panted Prancer 
quite out of breath, He trotted up 
to the others 

“Prancer!" cried Comet. “Thank 
God, you are here!" yelled Dancer. 
“We couldn't go very fast without 
eight,” said Cupid. “My harness 
kept ‘twisting because you were 
missing," said Vixen. 

"Well, I'm not missing now,” said 
Prancer smiling at his friends, He 
slipped into his place, When Santa 
Claus came back and took the reins 
they sped smoothly into the snowy 
night, skimming along faster than 
ever before 


All round the world they went, 


the sleigh bells jingling wildly and . 


gaily, Before long, the last stocking 
Was filled, and the last toy was 
placed under the last shining tree. 


Es tired little reindeer hurried 
home, yawning and blinking in 
the sleepiest kind of way. They 
reached their cozybarn and pawed 
the snow impatiently while Santa 
Claus opened the barn doors. 

All at once, Santa Claus flung 
open the barn doors. The eight 
litle reindeer opened their eyes 
\wide in wonder. Rightin the middle 
of the barn stood a fat Christmas 
tree trimmed with delicate ora 
‘ments and bead chains, lighted up 
with candles! Under the tree were 
new blankets, sacks of sugar and 
new feed bags. There were also 
baskets of crisp red apples and 
bouquets. of crunchy carrots. 

Seven little reindeer pranced into 
the barn with shining eyes, but 
Prancer stood outside hanging his, 
head. 

“expect there's only seven of 
everything, sir,” he whispered to 
Santa Claus, “I was very naughty. 
And... L... wasn’t getting a cold at 
all..." 

Santa Claus chuckled and patted 
the litle reindeer’s head. “I know,” 
he said. “also knew you'd change 
your mind about not going. That's 
why I told Mrs, Santa Clavs to 
prepare eight of everything for my 
eight good little reindeer!" Now, 
wasn't that nice of Santa Claus? 

Prancer was so happy. He nuz- 
dled his nose into the palm, Santa 
Claus held out, and then with a 
proud whisk of his tail and a toss of 















his head he pranced into the barn 
and sure enough there were his 
presents waiting under the tree. 

Prancer tried on his feed bag — 
and nuzzled his new blanket. He 
munched on two carrots and crun: 
ched into an apple. There wasn'ta 
happier reindeer than Prancer. 

And do you know what made 
him happiest of all? It was being 
sure that Santa Claus understands 
everything, just as people have 
always said he did. 
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Why doesn’t he come to see me, 



















mother? 
He has gone to help those 
who are in trouble. He has 
lots to do. 


Those who 
are poor and 
hungry call to 
him often. He 

also has to 
help children 
in distress. If 
an elephant is 
in trouble he 

has to run 

to its aid, 


“One day. Gajendra stepped down 
What? Does he have to into the lake to pluck a lotus 
help elephants, for Lord Krishna...” 

mother? 





Certainly, child? There was 
‘once an elephant named 
Gajendra. 





“Suddenly a huge crocodile 
grabbed his foot in its 
terrible jaws...” 











“Gajendra immediately called out to 


your brother, At once your brother 
flew to his aid...” 


"He fought the fierce 
crocodile and saved 
Gajendra, 
















Mother... will he come if | call 
to him? 






child} But you must not trouble 
him unnecessarily. He has many things 
to do. 


Soon Gopal wasold enough to.go —— 
to school, His mother went to see The teacher's wife rudely WE ag 
ZN 


the teacher. interrupted her. 


Sir! My son is a fatherless child. 
Yet | wish to bring him up well 





Have you come empty-handed 
to see the teacher? 










You can keep it! Feed your 





son with it! 
No, | have a little rice with me, 
thought | could offer that. 







Don't be rude to her! She only 
offers what she has, poor 










The teacher accepted 
Gopal as his pupil 


|—— 


Om Namo Nerayana, 
Repeat after me! 










tiation, Gopal and 
his mother began their 
long walk hor 

a 
Mother, will 
hhave to walk 
through this 





Yes, child! And you 
must walk alone for 
cannot accompany 
you everyday. Make 
sure you know 

the way, 





{the next day just before Gopal 


J Youte aig boy now? 
Bn! ee | 


And so brave! 









Mother, you said | have a brother: 
Won't he bear me company 
through the forest? 


Mother, I'm scared of going alone. | 
Won't there be wild animals 
in the forest....? | 


L —— 








a Gopal set out on his long walk 
to the village. 
My child! If you feel very scared 
call out loudly to your brother, . . 
and he will come! a 







11am not frightened! | mustn't 
unnecessarily worry my brother! 






But on his way 
home, 







Ss 
Oh no! Thore 





Lam very frightened. call __[Srikrishna appeared... SY 


my brother | hope he will ae 
Bala! Don't be frig ia 


Come, I'l take you hor 











| Moved by the cil’ innocent 
'6s, Sri Krishna played with him. 





| Are you my brother! You are 
‘80 handsome! Won't you play 

| with me for awhile? 

| Are you very busy? 
















As they neared Gopat’s house. 


b 






Pore 


Gopal, run 
home now, 
and study 








That night ~ “Brother? What 
Son! Why do you | aie 
laugh to yoursell? 












was thinking of my brother { called out to him, mother, because 
and the games we played | was frightened in the forest. And he 
together came, just as you said he would! 








{tis only his imagination. But itis 
‘a good thing. At least he is no 
longer frightened, 


He wore a lovely peacock feather 
and played his flute. Even the animals 
in the forest came to listen to 

his music. 





| Gopal studied hard in school 
‘each day and every evening, Sri 
Krishna accompanied him horn 





Bala, here's 
some butter! 








Why are you 


decorating the _ 
teacher's 
house? 










Tomorrow is his birthday. 
| es 

| He i going to be sixty years 
| old My father is going to buy 
«fim ls of pronanta and naw 
clothes 


My father will give him all the 
vegetables that grow in our garden. 
Gopal, what will you bring? 











But Gopal has no father! He is very 19 for my teacher, 
poor! He won't bring anything! mother! Tomorrow is his birthday 





Why, child! What do | have to 
give? Why don’t you ask 
your brother? 





| will transfer the ghee into another 
vessel. You can take this container 
home, 






‘Oh! My vessel is filed to the brim 
but the container isn’t empty! 





She toldher 

The teacher's wife filed many 

vessels with ghee... Yet the 

container remained full | Gopal... Who gave you 
this ghee, child? 

Tell me the truth 





But you have 
no brothe 





clothes and a peacock 
feather 








| | An oldman who livediia y 


|SakshiGopal Een” 












(On the way he met 
| ayoung man named 
Govind: 


Sir, shall | go with you 
and carry your bags? 





{The otd man visited many holy 
places with his young 
Companion 
He performed many holy 
rus. 


Govind looked after him 


Whenever the old man was tired, | 
very well 
| 
| 


Even mysawn son Wouldn't serve 
me so selflessly. 


("They tinny reached BanGaven Sil am very poor. 
Thich they stayed fr mony days, Faint a worthy husband 
forvyour daughter 


Govind! You must marry my 
daughter Rukmini 

Virtue and good nature are far 

‘more important than wealth. With The old men returned to his horhe, 

Krishna as my witness | make you his pilgrimage complete, 

this solemn promise... My stoi 

daughter is yours! 






After bathing in the Yamuna and 
seeing Sri Krishna in Brindavan 
Thaven’t the heart to re*urn 

to Vidyanagar 


Aihome... 


ee 


| returned home 
only for your sake 
child, | have found 
you a worthy 
husband. 








‘What! This wandering wastrel? 


jght of a plan 


You thief! You stole all my, 
father’s money! 





jovinid bouldn't bear this, 
humiliation and appealed to 
the village panchayat 
for justice 


This old gentleman 
promised me his 
daughter's hand in 
‘marriage. 


Young man! Do 
youhavea witness. 
to prove your 
story? 


Hal Hal if Gopal 
comes to speak for 
Govind, he can marry 
Rukmini 





out for Brindavan at once 
to Lord, Gopal 


You must come 
with me 


| ull walk behind you 
You must not look d 
back to see if !follow. 

If you do, | will stop 

there and go no 

further! 









Ican hear the bells 
on his anklets. My 
Lord follows me, 








‘As they reached the outskiris of the village, thi 








stepped down onto 





the dry riverbed. As their feet pressed deep in the sand 


The sound ot his 
anklets has ceased 
Does he stil follow 








‘Overcome by doubt, Govind turned quickly 





Ah! The Lord has, 
turned into a 
statuel | was 
wrong not to have 
trusted him! 









Ga leichoa tre vtage elders ve the | 
soot mada 


—~———~— 
My Lord! Will you speak for 
Govind? Iswhat he says true? 





Govind and Rukmini were 
married 


=. 
Mis true! 








This wedding was 


Lord Gopal has spoken! A ranged by Sakshi Gopal 


miracle, indeed! 


Tails may seem of litle use to 
animals, but they perform very 
important functions. Through the 
ages, tails have been adapted by 
nature to the needs of animals. 
Theyare used as supports, rudders, 
danger signals, propellers, and 
balancers; they are also wsed for 
display, ornamentation and de- 
fence. 

Invertebrates, the animalswithowt 
backbones, usually do not have 
developed tails, but sometimes they 
have useful tal-ike structures, For 
instance, the scorpion, can sting 
with an apparatus at the end of the 
abdomen but hasno real tail. Bees 
too, sting from the end of the 
abdomen 

In the backboned or vertebrate 
animals, the tail is a definite struc- 
ture, Fish, amphibians, reptiles, 





birds and mammals have different 
kinds of tails, suited to their parti 
cular needs. 

A crocodile’s tal is adapted to 
life in marshy, semi-aquatic areas. 


‘The length and strength of a croco- 








dile's tail are both equally important 
forits survival. The crocodile uses 
its tail in defence and while swim 
ming. 

Marine snakes which are found 
in the waters near the islands of 
the Pacific and Indian Oceans are 
another example of tail adaptation 
in reptiles. Marine snakes are long 
and snake-like — but their ails are 
not. Instead of being rounded like 
the rest of the snakes body, the tail 
is flattened. When moved from 
side to side, the tail propels the 
snake through the water. 

The gila monster, the only poiso- 
nousslizard of North America, uses 
its tail in a very unconventional 











manner. Its tail is used as a food 
storage compartment! The gila 
monster hunts periodically. When 
itis active, fatty tissue builds up in 
its tail, When the animalis inactive, 
and just sleeps and fasts, the food 
stored in the tail is absorbed as 
nourishment. 

Other lizards have tails that can 
save their lives. The geckos we 
commonly see on our walls at 
home, are good examples. When 
ageckois caught by the tail, the tail 
breaks off and the animal goes free. 
Because the tail is constricted at 
its base, it drops off with no harm 
to the animal and later grows out 
again. Sometimes when the tail of 
2 gecko is injured two tails grow 
out! 








Birds have fascinating tails. The 
tails of some birds are specialised 
for display and decoration. The 
peacock is a gorgeous example. 
During the mating season the pea- 
cock lifts up its tail feathers and 
spreads them and “dances” forhis 





The paradise flycatcher, has two 
lovely tail feathers during the mating 
season. They swish from side to 
side as the bird flies about, making 
the bird look like a fairy! 

Mammals have all kinds of wseful 
tails. The prehensile or grasping 
tail is one type. Monkeys belonging 
to the Cebidae family can swing, 
climb and do all sorts of gymnastic 
stunts because of their grasping tails. 
For them the tail is like an extra 


hand, But many monkeys cannot 
use their tails for such feats. 


Prehensile tails however, are not 
peculiar to mammals, Some chame: 
leonsalso use. their tailsfor holding 
on to the stems upon which they 
live 

The fluffy tail on the bottom of a 
rabbit looks useless, but it isn’t, 
When the rabbit isbeing chased, its 
pursuer usually watches the bounc- 
ing, white cotton ball. So, when 
the rabbit stops abruptly and sits 
‘on its tail, the rabbit seems to 
disappear from view. Soitstail has 
real protective value. 

The flat, strong tal of the beaver 
isa very useful one. It serves asa 
rudder in the water, asa prop when 
the beaver sits on its hind legs while 
cutting down trees, andasa danger 


+ Thin til ie long and strong! 





+ For ornamentation and display, 











signal as well. The animal slaps its 
tail on the surface of the water, and 
the noise warns other beavers of 
danger. 

Ofall the powerful animal tails, 
the one that belongs to the kangaroo 
is most outstanding. It is so strong 
that the animal can lean back on it 
and fight off enemies with its mighty 
hind legs and feet! The tail also 
helps to prop up the animal when 
itsits, or works like a spring when it 
leaps. 

Tails have changed with the pass. 
age of time and like other parts of 











Mother 


the body theyhave adapted tonew 
situations and environments. Yet, 
to this day they have an interesting 
and important part to play in the 
animal kingdom, 





hear you've been fighting 
with one of the boys next 
door. Did you give him a 
black eye? 
Yes! They are twins, you see. 
So | wanted some way of 
telling them a 

— S. Viswanatha 





Son 





construction and the uncovered red 
was only just beginning to make 
new friends, 
o 
Mysterious 
Dungalouy 


© eightyear-old Arun Rane it 

wasa new neighbourhood. He 
and his parents had just moved 
into Bhavnagar, into their own One night, Arun sat in his room 
house. The area was slowly develop». memorisinga poem. Itwas nearly 
ing, Many houses were still under midnight. Suddenly there was a 
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flash of light, and he thought he 
heard a scream! Arun ran to the 
window and strained hard to see 
where the sound came from. “It 
must be from the neighbouring 
bungalow.” he thought. itwas pitch 
dark and he couldn't see a thing. 

Reluctantly Arun tured off his 
‘own light. He lay down but couldn't 
fall asleep. He was more curious 
than frightened. He wanted to find 
out who had screamed. He tossed 
and turned on his bed restlessly 
until at last his weariness overcame 
htm. 


TT he nest day Arun and some of 
his new friends decided to play 
cricket on the road in front of his 
house. 
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“1 heard a scream last night,” 
said Arun to Preeth whowas fielding 
beside him. “I think it came from 
this old bungalow behind us. Do 
you know who lives in it?” 

Preeth looked at Arun rather 
mysteriously, "They say the old 
bungalow s haunted. No one lives 
in it. It's the thirteenth house on 
our street you know, Very unlucky!” 
he said softly, “You don't really 
believe in that nonsense, do you?” 
asked Anunastonished. “Why, that 
wasn't a ghost I heard! It sounded 
like a child screaming with fright!" 

Justthen, Harish who was batting 
hita tertfic shot and the ball sailed 
over the wall of the mysterious 
bungalow. 

Most of the boys looked at each 





other nervously. They were hesitant 
toenter the compound, Arun ran 
up to the gate and peered inside 
The garden was wild and over 
grown andallwasstill. Arun stared 
at the damp patch of sand and 
noticed some fresh tyre marks on. 
it, The lock on the gate too appear: 
ed to be in use, Beside the gate 
was a bush; and caught in it was a 
crumpled ball of paper. It was the 
wrapper ofa toilet soap. Itcouldn't 
have been more than month old 
for there was an announcement 
for a discount offer on it. 

Ofcourse, the paper could have 
blown in from outside, but the tyre 
marks and well-used lock, puzzled 
Arun, He decided to go to his 
father with the story. 

That evening Arun cautiouslytold 
his father what he had seen and 
heard. “I don't believe the ghost 
story, papa! Surelyyou don't. The 
soap wrapper may have blown in 
— but Lalso noticed that the open 
drain was wet. I'm sure there's 
someone there who's upto no good. 
Pethaps someone is being held 
prisoner!” said Arun, His voice 


quavered with anxiety. 

“No harm will come of checking 
out the story." said Mr, Rane, “Let's, 
go to the police station Arun, and 
file a report.” 


AS that’s just what they did 
Soon a police jeep arrived and 
raided the house. The neighbow 
hood was agog with excitement. 
Everyone came ovt of their house 
to see what was happening. 

‘The police soon dragged twomen 
and a woman out of the house. 
One policeman also carried a little 
gitl. She wascrying. The two men 
and the woman were hustled into 
the jeep which drove off at once. 

The policeman who carried the 
sobbing child, came upto where 
Mr. Rane stood. "Good work, sir! 
Could we vse your phone to call 
litle Bina’s parents, They'll be so 
relieved to have herback,” he said. 

Mrs, Rane took Bina gently into 
the house and gave her some hot 
milk to drink while she waited for 
her parents, Arun's sharp eyesand 
quick thinking had helped to foil 
the kidnapper's plan to hold Bina 
to ransom, 
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When I heard the learn’d astronomer, 

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns 
before me, 

When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide, 
and measure them, 

When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured 
with much applause in the lecture-room, 

How soon unaccountable | became tired and sick, 

Till rising and gliding out | wander'd off myself, 

In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time, 

Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars. 


WALT WHITMAN 













This poem soothes me and calms me down when I feel angry or 
sad. It makes ne think how lucky I arto be alive.we do not 
need leamed men to tell us how beautiful the world is, we can 
just go outside and look at it. 

Rosamund Laws, aged 13, 
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DOG 
KAA, 
Pino wos Harsha'spetdog, She p\MwF™ 


would accompany the boywher- 

ever he went, Harsha lived in the evening, Pinkysleptbyhis bedside 
little town of Vidyaranyapura. He at night, and considered herself as 
loved Pinky very much and fed her a part of Harsha's family. 

with deliciousbiscvitsand milkevery The boy and dog were insepar 











able. Pinky followed Harsha to 
school each day, just like the lamb 
and Mary! Pinky would sit quietly 
‘outside the classroom when Harsha 
was in class, and wait patiently until 
the bell rang. When Harsha came 
out of class, he would be delighted 
to see his dog, and the two of them 
would happily walk home. 

One day, the Headmistress of 
the school saw Pinky waiting for 


Harsha owtside his class. She was 
furiovs. She asked some of the 
children for the name of Pinky's 
‘owner. She called Harsha to her 
room and scolded him for bringing 
his dogto school and forbade Pinky 
to enter the school grounds ever 
again. 

Harsha was very sad. The sight 
of Pinky waiting for him after class 
had always made him happy. He 





ed to her that she should never 
ever enter the school again. 

Pinky was unhappy too. She 
really liked waiting for her little 
master in the school. She likedto 


see the noisy children as they ran 


toand fro. She didn't like to allow 
Harsha to set ovt alone to school 
So, she followed him ata distance 
each day, and sat waiting for him, 
within sight of the school gates. 
She took care to keep out of sight 
of the Headmistress. 
Fre cvs passed. Pinky was 
sitting outside the school within 
sight of the gates as usual, when 
she noticed a stranger entering the 
deserted school compound. Pinky 
crept closer and tried to see what 
the stranger was doing 

The stranger looked around fur- 
tively and entered an empty class- 
room, The children were playing 
in the cricket field behind the school 
Pinky crept closer andas she watch 
fed, the stranger began to grab all 
the children's things that were 
strewn around the class 

Pinky barked loudly, She pushed 
thegates openand rushed towards 
the thief, The startled stranger 
dropped his sack and tried to rn 
away, but Pinky held on to him 
tightly between her teeth. 

‘The Headmistress of the schoo! 
came out of her room to see what 
had cav'sed the uproar and by this 
time the children had also come 
running. The thief was well and 
truly caught! 


T 


he next day, the Headmistress 
called out to Pinky. Pinky was 






alittle seared of her at first. She 
couldn't forget her earlier angry 
words. But Harsha stood beside 
Pinky and gently led her wp to the 
stem lady. 

Butdo you know? The stern lady 
‘wasn't ster atall, She petted Pinky 
and said "You cavght the thief 
Pinky, and saved the children’s 
things. You're a brave dog and 
hereafter you can wait for Harsha 
outside his classroom. We will build 
you a kennel here, which will be 
your home-away:from-home!" 
What do you think of that? 

Pinkywas delighted, She wagged 
her tail and devoured the bread 
and milk the teachers had brought 
specially or her, Then she snuggled 
into her cozy new kennel and waited 
patiently for the bell toring, so that, 
she could escort her little master 
home. \ 


61 








T here once lived a farmer named 

Ramsingh. He was very poor 
but very hard working, He and his 
wife Savitri were very sad because 
they had no children. 

One day, Ramsingh and Savitri 
were collecting wood deep in the 
jungle, when they heard a moan 
They searched for awhile and sud 
denly came upon a jungle nymph 
who had entangled her tiny wings 
ina thorny shrwb, The farmer and 
his wife helped to free her, ‘The 
pleased nymph, smiled at the 
couple, “You are truly kind people. 
Twill grant you two wishes,” she 
said 

Ramsingh and Savitri were 
joyed. “We want children, 





over 
they 








said. “That is ovr first wish. And 
we want money, but just enough 
so that we need never starve or 
beg.” The fairy smiled at them. 
‘Wise wishes,” she said. “Your 
farmwill prosper, for you are a hard 
working man, Ramsingh! In time 
you will be graced with three beauti- 


ASHA PARULEKAR 


ful daughters, The youngest will 
bring you great joy!" With these 
words, the nymph fluttered her 
delicate wings and disappeared into 
the sky, 


F 





‘ew years passed. The farm pros 
pered. 








wealthy man, He and Savitri were 
indeed graced with three beavtifvl 
daughters, They were called Tara, 
Meera and Chandini 

Chandini was the most beavtifel 
of them. Her long, lvstrovs black 
hair waved behind her like a dark 
clovd. Her eyes shone like stars 
with gentleness and contentment. 
Chandini was kind as well as hard 
working. She helped her parents 
with their chores on the farms. 

Tara and Meera were also beavti 
fulgirlsbut they were notas virtvous 
as their sister. They didn't like to 
dothe household chores and liked 
to dream of clothes and jewels. 
Ramsingh and Savitri worried about 
their daughtersand wondered how 
they would find each of them svt. 
able Husbands. 





ne day, Ramsingh had to go to 

town on business, Before he 
lefthe asked each of his daughters 
what they would like from the town, 
Tara asked for silken cloth, and 
Meera wanted lots of colourful, tink 
ling glass bangles. “What would you 
like child,” Ramsingh asked Chan. 
dini. “Iwould likea mirror, Father, 
and a flute, if its no trovble. The 
koels in the wood have tavght me 
alovely tune. If playitin front of a 
mirror, I will be able to see things 
that are fa, far away,” said Chandi 
Soon after the farmer set off to 
town. 

When Ramsingh returned he 
brought each of his daughters the 
things they had asked for. Tara 
and Meera were delighted with their 
pretty trifles, until they saw Chandini 
















sit before her mirror with her flute her for the flute and the mirror, 
and play a haunting melody on it. “Chandini you are too young for 
‘As Chandini played, her sisters these wonderful toys. Give them to 
and parents could see wonderivl_us!” they said. Chandini just smiled. 
scenes in'the mirror — parading “But sisters, of what use are they to 
soldiers, busy servants, a hugecastle, you? You laughed when | asked 
adeepwellandahandsome prince! our father for them and besides 
Chandini told them that it was the neither of you can play the flute!” 
palace of Prince Chatursen. she said softly 
‘Tara and Meera were veryangry. 
Bi 3th d2y, Chandin’ would siting They were so jealous that they 
front of her mirror, in her hours pushed their pretty sister into a deep 
of leisure, playing lovely tunes and pit, and covered it with mud and 
seeing beavtiful visions of the palace _thomsand ran homeas fastas they 
and the Prince. could. 
Tara and Meera became very 
jealous oftheirsister'sbeavtful gifts. "That evening, Savitr was very 
One day, when Chandiniwentinto 4 woried. Chandini had never 
the jungle to collett berries, Tara been solate before. “Let us go and 
and Meera followed herand asked see if we can find her,” said Ram- 










singh. He and his wife set out at 
once to search for their youngest 
daughter. 

It was nearly dark by the time 
they reached the jungle. They kept 
calling out to Chandini over and 
‘over again. Suddenly they heard a 
beautiful melody being played on 
flute, "Chandini, my dear one!” 
cried Savitri, “Where are you, 
child?” called Ramsingh 

“Lam buried in a deep pit, Father! 
You cannot dig me out.” If you 
wish to save me, you must travel to 
the palace of Prince Chatursen and 
beg him fora bucket of water from 
the palace well. You know which 
well | mean, for | have shown it to 
you in the mirror. If you sprinkle 
the water from that well on the 
thorny bushes, beside which you 
stand, can be saved," said Chandini 
in he# gentle voice 





Ramsingh and Savitri were terib- 
ly upset and worried. They rushed 
off to the palace and asked the 
guardsif they could meet the Prince. 
The guards would not allow them 
to do so, “It is not such an easy 
matter to meet the Prince,” they 
said 

Just then, the young man, whom 
they had seen in Chandin!'s mirror 
rode up on his horse. Itwas Prince 
Chatursen himself, He looked 
strong and handsome. 

Savitri and Ramsingh ran upto 
him and pleaded with him for per 
mission to draw one bucket of water 
from the palace well, The Prince 
was astonished by the strange re- 
quest. “But why, sir?” he asked 
courteously. Ramsingh told the 
Prince allabout Chandini, and her 
magical abilities with the flute, and 
mirror. He had tears in his eyes as 


n 






he spoke of his daughter's goodness 
and beauty. 

‘The Prince was a kind hearted 
man. He was moved by Ramsingh’s 
love for his daughter and charmed 
by the strange story. “Iwill let you 
take as much water as you like, but 
you must bring your daughter to 
see me, after rescuing her. I must 
see her luteand mirror for myself.” 
he said, and Ramsingh agreed. 

Ramsingh and Savitr journeyed 
back to the forest with the water. 
Assoon as Ramsingh sprinkled the 
water he carried,on the thorny 
bushes, the bushes seemed to dis 
solve before their eyes and Chandini 
appeared, none the worse for her 
dreadful adventure. Her parents 
wept with joy to see her unharmed. 

“How did you get caught like 
that, my child?” asked Savitri. “My 
{oot sipped and Iwas caught before 
I knew it!” replied Chandini, not 
wanting to get her sisters into trouble. 
“It was my own silly favilt. Iam 





| give the conductor a rupee 
and ask for a ticket worth 
70 p. How much change 
will | get? 

25 p. madam! Atleast that’s 
what the conductor gave 
‘me this morning! 


‘Student 
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sorry you were put to so much 
trouble and worry, Father!" 
“Come child, we have promised 
Prince Chatursen that we'd take 
you to meet him as soon as we 
freed you. We must hurry to the 
palace now,” said Ramsingh. 


Chansiniwas presented to Prince 
Chatursen in his chamber at 
the palace. Athis request Chandini 
played the flute for him, and in the 

ining mirror, Prince Chatursen 
could see everything that was 
happening on the other side of 
the world 

Prince Chatursen had fallen in 
love with the git!’s beauty and gentle 
goodness. He asked Ramsingh for 
herhand in marriage. Ramsingh’s 
happiness knew no bounds. He 
and Savitri joyfully gave their 
consent. : 

Chandini was worried aboutjust 
one thing. “Oh, kind Prince!” she 
zaid. “I shall never use my magic 
gift for the evil purpose of war. I 
will vse it only for ovr mutual 
pleasure and jo 

Prince Chatwrsen was delighted 
to find that his Chandini was not 
only kind and beautiful but also 
wise. He agreed whole heartedly 

Tara and Meera who had been 
sent for, to attend the wedding, 
rather shamefacedly begged theit 
sister's pardon, 

Chandini forgave them freely 
and found two noble lords at the 
court to be their husbands, 

And so they were married and 
lived in the palace together. Prince 
Chatersen and Princess Chandini 
ruled the kingdom wisely and well, 
and theyall lived happily ever after. 

















NEW YEAR THOUGHTS 


As the old year draws to an end, 

It's time to look ahead, my friend. 
Ponder on the months gone by: 

How many of your plans went awry? 
A thoughtless word.....an_ unkind deed 

May to the end of a friendship lead. 
Learn to guard your acts and speech, 


Do your best to heal the breach 
Begin anew, your slate is clean, 

Don't weep for what might have been. 
Be friendly, kind and full of cheer 

‘As you greet the coming New Year. 
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Notice the spider seightlegsondtwo 





WONDERFUL 


Spider 


D She wove with her loom the most 
exquisite pictures such as men 


cannot produce in these days, She 
had been taught her art by the 
goddess of crafts, Minerva herself. 
Her deft fingers moved so gracefully 


and herwork was so beautiful, that 
everyone in the land, came to see 
Tpiders avout food it 





Arachne's success made her very 
A Tachne was the name of a mai- foolish. “Let us see who can do 

den, who in the days of long the better,” she said to Minerva. “If 
ago, was a famous worker in wool. fail, you can punish me in whatever 
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“The spiders Comer Howse. 





way you will” 

‘When Minerva heard these boast 
ful words, she was very angry and 
ordered two threads to be stretched. 
Arachne and Minerva began their 





SS 


work with eager, skilful fingers. 
They embroidered, many scenes 
in glorious colours. But Arachne 
worked, not only more deftly, but 
with better result, than the goddess. 

When Minerva had finished her 
tapestry, she looked at Arachne's 
work, and was displeased to find, 
that it was more perfect than her 
‘own. She could notendure anyone 
to produce better work than herself, 
so she changed the maiden into a 
spider. Arachne’s slender fingers 
became legs, and now, she worked 
with delicate threads which she 
drew from her own body. 

She fastened the threads to the 
twigs of trees, and to stones in the 
garden walls, and now, as before, 
‘everyone stops to admire the won: 
derful skill of the little creature who 
had been the clever Arachne 


Tt 


“Witin the cicle mq vew othe spinnerel: 
Jecated af he spider rear end. 


his lovely story about how spi: 
ders came into being is an 








ancient Greek myth. But strange: 
ly enough, modern scientists have 
also named these creatures after 
Arachne! 

Arachnids are not insects, for 
insects have just three pairs of 
legs. Arachnids have four pairs 


of legs and eyes. They also have 
two hands or palps with which they 
can feel things 

Sometimes when things get 
dusty, people exclaim, “Oh, look 
at those cobwebs!" Many of them 
never dream that these cobwebs 





‘7 ketow up cline pices quckiieppingieet. 
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tucked away in the comer of the 
ceiling, in lofts, or behind tall cup: 
boards are really thin carpets of 
silk spun by a spider to catch its 
food. 

Spiders are very shy creatures 
In fact, many of you may have never 
seen a house spider. unless perhaps 
you accidentally came upon one. 
as it crept out at night fo find a 
drop of water to drink, at the bottom 
of a wash basin or by a wet drain, 

The female spider isa very impor 
tant creature. She feeds on all 
kinds of insects. Her most common 
Victim is the housefly. Herbeawtiful 
silken home is designed to trap 
inseets for her meal 


How does she make her home? 
She sprays a liquid spray into the 
air from her spinnerets which are 
located at her rear end. When this 
spray comes into contact with air. 
it tums into strong yet elastic threads 
Itis with these threads, that she's 





able to make her home. 

The house spider's web is not 
sticky ike the out door ones but 
the silken carpet which she has 
made, act as leg traps for her 
unfortunate visitors, The spider's 
own long legs and quick-step feet 
help her to run easily over the 
threads which entangle her hope: 
lessly trapped victims. The web is 
usually hung ina corner just below 
the ceiling. A short tunnel at the 
back serves as her hiding place 
where she waits patiently for 
callers. 

When an insect is finally caught 
inhersilken toils, she seizes it with 
her palps and paralyses it with 
poison from her fangs. She then 
injects digestive juices into the 
victim to liquefy the meat. Her 
mouth ‘s too tiny to eat with be- 
cause it is just the top end of a 
tube leading to the stomach. Once 
the meat is liquefied she sucks it 
into her stomach. 











Spiders are also canibalistic by 
nature. After their short honey- 
moon, the female spider doesn't 
recognize her husband as a fellow 
spider but only as a convenient 
meal! 
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top into my porlout” sold the 
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A house spider's poison |s how: 
ever absolutely harmlessto humans. 
She does not have the means to 
bite us or sting us as is often 
mistakenly believed. 

A spider's egg sac is a marvel 
lous thing. It is her magnum 
opus, her life's greatest creation! 
She hangs the cocoon that she 
has spun for her eggs by a thread 
and lays about 500 to 600 eggs 
in it, When the eggs hatch the 


newly hatched babies are instantly 
busy and burst open the cocoon 
Jeaving its warmth and safety to 
face the world in which they 
have to live 

Those of you who liked this 
article about spiders must read a 
novel called Charlotte's Web. 
This novel waswritten for children 
and in it, author E.B, White has 
chosen Charlotte, a common grey 
spideras his heroine, while narrat- 
ing the story of a barnyard in rural 
America. 
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n returning from a walk in the 
Oospen county side, examine 
your clothes and shoes carefully 
You will often find many seeds 
sticking to them, And one of them 
issvretobelongtoa common weed 


of dry and sunny areas — a small 
plant named Achyranthes aspera 


This weed is called Naturuvi in 
Tamil, Ithas.a long stalk to which 
the seeds are lightlyattactied, When, 
an animal or man walks by, the 
seeds leave the stalk, and attach 
themselves to the new carrier with 
the help of tiny spines, The haly 
fur of a dog, the starched clothes 
dried on the sand by your dhobi, or 
the soft material of your clothes as, 
you pass by.are all easy and excel 
Tent ways for the seeds to hitch a 
ride 

‘Why do the seeds do this? Itisa 
clever trick that the mother plant 
plays in order to disperse its seeds. 
‘The seeds must travel long distan: 
ces, Plants cannot walk or fly. So 
that’s how the plant multiplies, 
‘They depend on people and animals 
to ensure that theirbaby seeds find 
good comfortable new homes in 
which they can flourish, 

Achyranthes aspera, though often 
ignored, isan importantingredient 
of Ayurvedic medicine. A decoction 





made by boiling the whole plant is, 
5 | sed to treat kidney problems. 
Ba tes, leaves of the plant are used 
to treat scorpion sting. 

Many children collect the fruit 
stalks to stick on the clothes of 
unwary friends, Whoever touches 
the Achyranthes aspera when itis. 
in seed, knowingly or unknowingly 
helps the plant jo disperse its seeds. 


O.T. RAVINDRAN 
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December ‘88 
Dear Readers, 


‘Sometimes our innermost nature is inadvertantly revealed 
when we write letters to people. Writing a letter isa very intimate 
way to communicate. That is why we must pay a lot of attention 
to what goes into a letter, as well as how it goes in! 

Your handuriting reveals vour personality and therefore itis 
very important to be neat. So you must pen your letters boldly 
and clearly. You must also practice to write in straight lines 
across the page. If you aren't used to writing on unruled paper, 
draw a few quide lines with a pencil to help you. You can erase 
them once the letter is written. Don't forget to leave adequate 
margins. They make your letter appear attractive. 

‘Before writing a letter jot down what you want to say in 
points or make a rough copy. Once you are clear in your mind asto| 
what you are going to sayit willbe easier for you to pay attention 
to being neat. 

Tenjoy reading your letters and answering your questions, If 
you follow these suggestions when you write to me it will make 
‘my task much easier. 

Do not forget to include your name, age and address. Your 
letters will ind me at Gokulam, Guindy, Madras-600 032. 

Looking forward to hearing from you as alwavs — 








L——____——_ 








Q. Which Is the smallest bird in 

the world? 

T. Priy: 

Bombay. 
A. The smallest bird in the world 
{s so tiny that it weighs only as 
much as a lump of sugar. It is a 
tiny hummingbird called a bee 
hummingbird, because its body is 
about the same size asa bee. Even 
with its long beak and tail, it mea- 
sures only 6 centimetres (2% inches) 
long. This bee hummingbird lives 
in Cuba. Itlays the smallest eggs of 
any bird, 


Q. Why do some trees produce 

gum? 

Nalini Sivaram, 

Vellore. 
A. The sticky gum or resin pro- 
duced by many trees helps to pro- 
tect the tree from attacks by insects. 
Italso seals any wounds in the bark 
such as those caused when a branch 
1orn off, You may have noticed 
this if you have seen the branch of 
a drumstick tree cut off 








Q. What is the sun made of? 
Elizabeth Kurlen, 
‘Trivandrum. 

A. The Sun is a huge ball of hot 


gas, Its temperature is so high that 
it glows white hot, giving out light 
and heat rays. Most of the gas in 
the Sun is hydrogen. This s slowly 
turning into another gas, helium, 
inside the Sun. As it does so, it 
produces tremendous amounts of 
heat. 


Q. Why is the world round? 


Sujatha Ravindran, 
Arakkonam. 


A. The world is round for the 
same reason that a raindrop and a 
bubble are round. If possible, a 
liquid naturally shapes itself into a 
ball. This happens if the liquid is 
falling through the air, like a rain- 
drop, or floating like a bubble 
When the Earth formed, itwas hot 
and liquid. Because itwas floating 
in space, it became round. When 
the liquid rock cooled and harden- 
ed into solid rock, the Earth stayed 
round. 


Q 


‘Who wrote Childe Harokie's 
image”? 

‘Vidyavatl, 

Hosur. 





A. Lord Byron, an English poet 
wrote Childe Harolde’s Pilgrimage. 

Born on January 22, 1788, 
George Gordon Noel, the sixth 
Lord Byron (isn't that an impressive 
name?) grew up in poverty. As a 
child, Byron showed no aptitude 
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for study, Cricket and boatingwere 
his favourite pastime in spite of 
lameness. 

Altera tragic life spent wandering 
from place to plate, Byron spent 
his last days in Greece which was 
struggling for independence at that 
time, He died there of a sudden 
illness in the year 1824. 


Q. My parents received three 
wedding invitations last 


month. Each of the invita- 
tions had the letters RSVP 
in a corner. What do they 
stand for? 

S. Kavitha, 

Erode. 


A._RSVP means ‘please reply’ 

The letters are the initials of the 
French words répondez s'il vous 
plait, which ieans ‘answer please’ 
These letters are often found at 
the bottom of an invitation 


Q. What is Shangri-La? 
Naseem Gaur, 
New Defi. 
A. Shangri-La is a name for an 
ideal place where everything is 
perfect. It comes from a book by 
the British writer James Hilton 
called Lost Horizon. This is about 
a land called Shangri La high in 
the mountains of Tibet, where 
people are happy and safe from 
war, Shangri La does not exist. 





Q. Whi 
T. Vijayalakshmi, 
Cuddalore. 


A. Amosaicisapicture or design 


4 


made up of many little pieces put 
together. Since ancient times, 
people have used mosaics to deco- 
rate the floors and walls of buildings. 
They set coloured pieces of tile or 
stone into cement to build up’ the 
picture or design. 

Sometimes however, the pretty 
glazed tiles set with irregular pat 
terns of marble chips in different 
colours are also called mosaic. 


Q. Why was the Eiffel Tower 
built? 
Rani Singh, 
Revada, 





A The Eiffel Tower, designed by 
Alexander Eiffel, was built for the 
Paris Exhibition of 1889, This exihi 
bition commemorated the French 
Revolution, which began a century 
before. The Revolution started on 
14 July, 1789, when a mob of angry 
people attacked the Bastille, prison 


in Paris, They actually pulled the 
building down stone by stone and 
set the prisoners free. The anni 
versary of the destruction of the 
Bastille jailisnowa national holiday 
in France. 

Even for those of us who have 
never visited France, the Eiffel 
Tower is an easy landmark with 
which to identify the Parisian sky 
line, 





Q. Which is the longest river in 
the world? 
T. Manikandan, 
idadavole. 
A. The longest river in the world 


is in Africa. It is the River Nile, and 
it is 6679 kilometres (4150 miles) 
long. The Nile rises in Burundi in 
Central Africa and flows north to 
enter the Mediterranean Sea in 
Egypt. 


‘A. The world’s smallest country 
is inside Rome, the capital city of 
Italy, Itis the Vatican City, and itis 
governed by the Roman Catholic 
Church as an independent country. 
It is 0.44 square kilometres (0.17 
square miles) in area, and has a 
population of ess than a thousand 
people 


Q. What is the story of the 

‘Trojan Horse? 

N. Selvaraj, 

Kumbakonam. 
A. Greek legends tell of a clever 
way the Greeks managed to con 
quer Troy, a rival city that is now in 
Turkey, The Greeks had besieged 
Troy for years, and despaired of 
ever being able to get into the city 
So they built a big hollow wooden 
horse and concealed some men 
inside it. The rest departed, leaving 
the horse outside the city gates. 
The curious Trojans brought the 
horse inside and, at night, the Greeks 
stole out of the horse and opened 





Qe Which is the smallest country 
in the world? 
K. Susheela, 
Madras. 

-—— - 
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the city gates to their fellows, who 
had returned. Then they conquer- 
ed the city. If this event ever hap- 
pened, it would have taken place 
in about 1200 BC 

This is the reason for the term 
— Beware of Greeks bearing gifts 
Q. How fast can the heart beat? 
Cain we measure it? 

Anita Prabhu, 

Jabalpur. 

A. Most people's hearts beat at 
the rate of 70 beats every minute. 
However, you can have a normal 
heartbeat or pulse of as little as 50 
beats or as many as 100 beats a 
minute without anything being 
wrongwith you. Duringyour whole 
life, your heart will probably beat 
about 3000 million times! 

‘As you get older, your heartbeat 
slows down, By the time a person 
reaches old age, their heart maybe 
beating at hall the rate it was when 
they were born. 

You can measure your heartbeat 
or pulse by feeling for the regular 
throb in your wrist, and counting 
the numbers of throbs in a minute. 
What you are feeling are waves of 


blood travelling from the heart 
through the artery in the wrist. 

Q. What does an antiseptic do? 
R. Krishnamohan, 
Bangalore. 

A An antiseptic is a substance 
which kis bacteria that cause ness. 
Antiseptic are used to clean places 
where bacteria may be dangerous. 
Strong antiseptics called disinfec- 
tants are used to clean places where 
bacteria may grow for example, 
toilets and drains, Mild antiseptics 
are used to clean cuts and grazes 
ontheskin, and towash the mouth 
and throat, All these measures 
stop bacteria getting into our bodies 
and causing disease, Antiseptic 
properties can be found in the 
leaves of certain plants like the 
Neem. 


Q. What is ambergris? 
S. Kala, Bombay. 
A. Ambergrisisa greasy substance 
found in the body of the sperm 
‘whale, Itis used in the production 
of perfume. Very vivid descriptions 
of finding ambergrs is to be found 
in the novel Moby Dick by American 
author Herman Melille. 








Mother 


baby; 
impatient with 
Mor, Havent YOUN EATS 
That the mand hat 
cradle rules the i Youcan 
Yee set ah 'for the next 
couple of NOUS: 


A\ll of you have heard of vege- 
tarians and non-vegetarians among 
humans but did you know that some 
plants catch and eat insects? Why 
did these plantsbecome predators? 
Plants found in marshy lands where 
the soil is poor in minerals, have 
chosen this way to supplement their 
diet, Theydraw nourishment from 
the insects which they trap and 
digest. Plants cannot move about 
from place to place in search of 
prey. So they have'devised traps 
by modification of leaf structures. 
“The Bladder wort grows profuse- 
ly in running fresh water in the 
Western Ghats and by the water 
waterfalls of Kutralam. Ithasmany 
bladders which trap unsuspecting 
insects. Each bladder has a trapdoor 
which opens inward. When an 
insect touches this door it is drawn 
inside along with the water current. 
‘The plant secretes a juice to digest 
the insect. 


The Butterwortgrowsin marshes 
and has pretty violet flowers. Its 
leaves produce asticky liquid which 
attracts insects. As soon as the 
insect touches the surface of the 
leaves, the edges curl inward and 





the insect is killed. Later the plant 
will digest it. This plant is found in 
the cold regions of the Antartic and 
‘on the northern shores of Great 
Britain. 

‘Among the insect eating plants 
the Pitcher plantisa veryattractive 
one. The pitcher is a modified leaf 
and varies in size. The lower edges 
of the leaf are folded to form the 
pitcher. 

The function of the pitcher of 
course is to trap insects. Each 
pitcher has a lid. Small honey 
glands cover the surface of the lid. 
‘The smell of honey attracts insects. 
When an insect settles on the slip- 
pery lid it will slide down into the 
pitcher, Each pitcher contains rain 
water and digestive juice. In this 
solution the insect is digested. 

‘The Sundewis an unusual plant. 
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Ittrapsits preyby the use ofa sticky 
fluid which shine like drops of dew 
in the sun. The plant has round 
leaves, and small flowers, Its thin 
stem has red glands bearing hairs 












which hold the insect firmly. The a juice is secreted to digest the 
sticky fluid suffocates the insect. insect. It grows in damp mossy 
one 
alte, lands in the hair secrete pees ob Boe taeonnen 
ligestive juice and the insect is Isn't it amazin. t 2 
that these plants 
digested and absorbed by the plant. agar themsewes for healthy growth, 
“The Venus Fly Traphoweverhas supplementing their diet when the 
one of the most fascinating trapping S0ll is poor? The survival instinct 
mechanism of all. Itis made up of that these plants exhibit are one of 
two lobes each of which are cur. the many wonders of nature. 
rounded by needle shaped hairs. 
When the insect touches any one 
of the hairs the two lobes come 
together trappingthe insect. Then 

























































E:itstein, his only possible rival 
called Newton the greatest scien 
tist who ever lived. He discovered 
that the universe operated accord- 
ing to physical laws, that all the 
movements of the stars and planets 
could be explained by science. 
What had alwaysseemed mysterious 
and unknowable was revealed asa 
rationally functioning system. 

Of course his theory was imper 
fect, because his knowledge was 
incomplete. He made mistakes 
that later scientists had to correct, 
left gaps for others to fill But he 
discovered the essentials on which 
our conceptions of the universe is 
based today. 

Born on December 25, 1642 at 
Woolsthorpe, Newton was not 
strong as a boy. Neither did he 
show an aptitude for study. Yet his 
room would echo with the sound 
of the saw, chisel and hammer. 
Many friends would crowd around 
him to see the things he made. He 
designed many kinds of kites that 
could fly high or low. One kite 
even held a candle which glowed 
asit flew. He made a toy windmill 
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that could grind a handful of grain 
into flour. When a friend suggested 
that he needed an operator he 
trained a mouse to move the handle! 
He made a small water clock, the 
sensation of the village. Dripping 
water made its hands move, 

When he proved a failure at 
managing his widowed mother’s 
farm she decided to put him into 
the Church. At Trinity College, 
‘Cambridge, hewas an undistingui 
shed student until Issac Barrow, a 
famous Greek scholar and divine, 
‘was appointed to the new chair of 
mathematics. Barrow’s inspiration 
touched off Newton's genius. After 
only six years the eminent professor 
handed the chair over to his astoni- 
shing pupil. 

In those six years Newton had 
discovered the binomial theory and 
invented the calculus, which he 
used to work out the area of the 
hyperbola for the first time. Study- 
ing optics at the same time, he had 
discovered how to treat light mathe- 
matically. Experimenting with a 
prism, he had discovered the spec- 
trum. He had found that white 


of individual coloured rays, and that 
these were bent in varying degrees 
when passed through the prism, 

Hehadinvented the reflecting 
telescope, but could not use it much 
because he was too short-sighted 
for observing the stars. He had 
studied the theories of Copernicus, 
Galileo, and Descartes, and had 
set out to discover what made the 
stars and planets revolve. Watching 
an apple fall from a tree, he had 
wondered if the force that pulled 
the apple to the earth might also 
pull the moon towards the earth 
and the earth towards the sun. By 
an astounding feat of speculation 
he discovered the universal law of 
gravitation. He kept the idea to 
himself until he could prove it 
mathematically. 

‘A mediocre student at twenty- 
one, Newton had made all these 
tremendous discoveries before the 
age of twenty-four, He was nearly 
twenty-seven when he succeeded 
Banow as Professor of Mathematics, 
and his lectures were so difficult to 
understand that often no students 
bothered to attend them. But 
something of their content reached 
the Royal Society, of which he was 
quickly elected a Fellow. 

He was persuaded to deliver a 
copy of his reflecting telescope and 
a paper on his discovery of the 
spectrum; and these led him intoa 
Molent controversy with the profes 
sional experimenter to the Royal 
Society, Robert Hooke. It also 
gained him the friendship of 
Edmund Halley, discoverer of 
Halley’s comet, who persuaded 


Newton to publish his Mathematical 
Principles of Natural Philosophy. 
He wrote its quarter-million words 
in Latin in fifteen months, but it 
\was the fruit of twenty years of calcu- 
lation and experiment. It is still 
commonly considered the greatest 
scientific book ever written. 
Frotitive when his great work 

‘was published, Newton conti 
ued his mathematical and scientific 
research for the rest of his life. He 
also wasted a great deal of time 
and effort in a furious quarrel with 
the German Leibniz over priority 
in the invention of the calculus. 

A deeply religious man, Newton 
saw nothing in his theory of the 
universe that conflicted with 
Christian teaching. In creating the 
universe God had invented an 
orderly machine — itwasas simple 





as that. He undermined supersti- 
tion, not religion. He took the 
mystery and magic out of man’s 
conception of the universe. Para: 
doxically he himself — according 
to the late Lord Keynes, after a 
study of his private papers — tried 
tobeamagician. Hewaspassionate- 
lyinterested in alchemy, the search 
fora philosopher's stone. He spent 
more time on trying to transmute 
base metals into gold and find the 
elixir of life than on all his 
tremendous work in optics, mathe- 
matics, and physics. 

But it was not all magic. With 
‘one of his astonishing speculations 
about what was then quite unknown 
he proposed a nuclear theory of 
the atom and deduced that the 
transmutation of the element to 
another would be achieved by a 








change in the nucleus. He also 
suggested that the chemical combi 
nations of the atoms was due to 
electrical forces, and that particles 
could be changed into radiations 
and vice versa. All this, and much 
more,cameoutofNewton'samazing 
intellect a hundred years before 
the discovery of the electric current. 

Newton was knighted on April 
16,1705. After a life full of experi 
ment and discovery, he passed away 
at the age of 85 on March 20, 1727. 

His attitude to science is revealed 
in his simple words — “I feel like a 
small boy who discovers a pebble 
on the seashore when the vast 
ocean is before hith undiscovered 
and unexplored.” 











QUI22LES 


ANSWERS 


Lx +6, xt12, xt 18, x+24 

100, Sox = 8; 8+ 18 = 26; 

‘So my friend at twenty-sixiddlies 
on the fourth day. 

2, Three 

3. Thirty rupees. 

4. Divide the coins into three groups 
of three each and put one lot of 
three on one pan and another 
lot of three on the other pan. If 
they weigh equal, the counter 
feit is in the third lot. Out of the 
third lt, pick two coins, and put 
one coin on each of the pans. If 
they balance, the counterfeit is 


the coin not weighed. Ifthey do 

not balance, then the coin that is 
lighter is the counterfeit. 
Ifin the first weighing, one pan 
weighs less, that lot contains 
the counterfeit, By picking up 
two coins from that lot and putting 
onein each of the pan, the coun 
terfeit can be found, as explained 
earlier. 

5. Titicaca is a fresh water lake in 
South America. Thumris a form 
of Hindutani Music. Ottamthullal 
is a dance form of Kerala, 

6. Thirteen. 

7. San Francisco 
Amritsar 
Ireland 
Mother Teresa, 

8. Queztal of Guatemala. 











On Gokulam 

Blessed are those 

Who read Gokulam 

Who carefully go 

‘Through each column. 

Very interesting 

‘Are all the stories 

‘And the picture puzzle 

That it carries, 

‘Then comes the lovely 

Crossword page, 

You can try to solve it 

Whatever your age, 

Leary the features 

In my mind, 

‘And great pleasure 

In them find! 

S. Rama, aged 10, 

Bangalore, 
In the November issue 
Aunty Leela has said in 
fone of her answers that 
arteries are tubes which 
carry blood to the heart. 
But arteries carry blood 
from the heart to different 
partsofthe body. Aprint 
ing mistake. pethaps! 
SS, Nightingale. aged 15. 
Ooty. 
enjoy reading Gokulam 
more than any other news: 
paper or magazine. It is 
helping to improve my 
English. I particularly en 





Joythe poemsand puzzles 
Why is Gokulam a month 
Wy? Please make i aweek 
yor fortnightly 
R.Permal Ravi Shankar, 
aged 13, 

Trichy, 


T have enjoyed all the s 
sues of Gokulam. Can 
you please carry puzzles 
© solutions on the page 
behind Colour and Keep 
sothatwe can cutthe page 
without affecting any of the 
stories? Ilike the sateen, 
page colour story very 
much. Black and white 
pictures look artical Can 
you use colour picture in 
all pages? 

TL Gayatri, aged 14, 
Coimbatore. 





| was delighted to read 
the November issue of 
Gokulam. It contained an 
interesting variety of articles 
and stories and for just 
Rs. 3/-! The standard of 
English too was excellent. 
It fulfils a long-felt need 
ofour children. Iwish the 
magazine all success 

Mrs, Bharati Narayanan, 
Tuticorin, 





Jam a fan of Gokulam 
and a regular reader. | 
have a request. | was. 
taking computer classes 
but had to stop. Can you 
teach us the basics about 
computers in your mage 
K Shyamala, 

Bangalore, 


1 have been reading, 
Gokulam for the last two 
months. | ked all the 
stories and puzzles, Ire: 
‘quest you to publish the 
childhood days of Kapil 
Dev in your next issue. It 
would also be wonderful 
you could introduce 
drawing competitions and 
ques 

Rama Parameswaran, 
aged 13, 

Madras. 


1 enjoyed reading the 
article entitled Our plants 
Many books on science 
have information only 
about foriegn plants. It 
was nice to read about an 
Indian weed, 

Karthika Rangan, 
Madras. 








I ease 


Our world seems to turn Le 
and faster and now more than ever 
before we value the happy hours 
that we devote to the things we like 
best. The timewe give toa pleasant 
relaxing hobby is time well-spent 
for it satisfies our souls. 

Those of us who like needle. 
work know the soothing effect of 
the silent rhythm of needle, hooks, 
pins and shuttles. And when we 
display our finished creations to 
our admiring family and friends, 
we feel awonderful sense of achieve- 
ment. 

Most of you must have heard of 
‘crochet, The word crocmeanthook 
in French. Once you lea the 
basics, crochetis easybutit requires 
a lot of practice. 


Slip-Knot 


With your thumb and forefinger 
draw a loop through a simple 
knot, right at the tip of your wool. 
You can check if you have done it 
correctly by tugging on the tip. Ifit 
comes undone at once itis a slip 
knot. 











The Chain 


The Chain js the basis on which 
crochetis worked. Push yourcroc: 
het hook through the slip knot, 


jin Sti 


latch your hook onto the thread 
and pullit through the loop to make 
the second link of the chain. Keep 
pulling loops through each link. 


Double Crochet 


Thisis exactly ike tie chain. Instead 
of pulling one loop through the 
chain link, you must twist the wool 
twice about the hook and pull 
through. This can be done as you 
return back down the first chain 
you created. 


Treble Crochet 


Itisexactlysameas double crochet 
but as the name implies, the wool 
is twisted three times around the 
hook before it is pulled through 
the link, 


Look at the pictures carefully and 
practice to crochet well. By carefully 
‘combining these stitches you can 
make nice edgings for your hand- 
kerchiefs or little doilies for your 
writing desk. 

Remember children, that it is 
important to hold yourhook tightly 
bout firmly in your right hand and 
the work must rest between the 
thumb and forefinger of the left. 
Don't pull the thread either too 
tight or too loose. The tension 
must always be just right. Also be 
careful to pull the whole thread 
with your hook and not a single 
strand. 

Isn't it wonderful to think of all 
the lovely things you can make with 
just one little hook and a small 
ball of thread? 


— SULOCHANA RAJAN 
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nthe islands of Greece there once 

lived a boy called Cyparissus. He 
had for a pet and chosen compa 
nion, a beautiful stag, whose hand 
some branching horns and glossy 


skin.were _ admired byeveryone 
Rovnd the stag’s neck Cyparissus 
had placed a necklace studded with 
precious stones, and over its 
forehead he had hung a silver bel. 
The stag was so tame, that even 
strangers did aot frighten him 
Cyparissv's made wreaths of flowers 
and hung them round the staq’s 
neck. They wandered about 
together. seeking fresh pastures and 
streams, 
Betalas! One hot summer's day, 
when there was not a breath of 
wind, the beavtiful stag, tired with 
running, lay down in the grass under 
the shade of a tree. He lay quite 





‘The gloomy Cypress Tree 


still for he was asleep, Cyparissus. 
coming along, did not see him as 
he lay there. Without looking, he 
flung his javelin at the very spot 
and pierced the side of his dear 
friend 

Who can tell how he felt, when 
he heard the stag’s groan and saw 
the beautiful eyes first look wp at 
him in sad reproach and then grow 
fixed in death? 


Sosad indeed was poor Cyparissus 
that he wanted to die too. Apollo 
took pity on him and changed him 
intoa tree. As his name was Cypar 
issus, the tree was called Cypress. 
And that is why the Cypress looks 
so dark and sad. To this day the 
Cypress is used as a symbol { 
mourning and is always planted nea: 
graves. 
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climb a tree? 
Pond waited frit to 





grow! imb down? 
+ How did the elephant climb owt, 





We shouldn't have told the manager 
that he is childidh! 


‘Why? What's the matter? 


He has started coming to work on 
a tricycle! 





— Kuthalam Raja 





+ Hello! Flight information. 

* Good morning! Could you tell me 
how long it takes to fly to Bombay? 

+ Just a minute 

* Thank you! 





— Kuthalam Abitha 



































HOW MANY THINGS CAN YOU FIND IN THIS PICTURE THAT BEGIN 
WITH THE LETTER P? YOU MUST FIND AT LEAST TEN. 





ANSWERS ON PAGE 16. 


